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TIM'S FRIEND.

By dnnie M, Barton.

CHAPTER VI
HoMELESS, PRIENDLESS, AND IN TROUBLE.

+ Echo,’ 8lr, buy a paper, sir, second
odition, full perticerlers of the hexoen-
”on l“

Tim’s rangged little figure balanced itself
on the step of a tramcar crowded with
gentlemen going home from business one
eveping late in February, and while he

dodged ' the guard, trled eagerly to
‘ispose of his stock-in-trade.

But the gentlemen scemed elither al-
ready supplied, or not inclined to buy,
and the bundl~ of papers under the boy'a
am was very little lighter when the
tfram moved away,

Nothing dnunted, he tried another and
another, and in the Intervals ran after
feot-passengers, urging them to ““ Buy a
paper, sir !  Speecfal ‘dition, sir ' Alas?
without avafl

The crowd of business mer grew less
and less; the tramears. an hour ago fitled
to overflowing. were now almost empty;
the principal shupsy were closed, and Tim
stood in the deserted street, looking rue-
ally at his stock-in-trade.

For the last three weeks things bhad
been going very badly with poor Tim.
e had earned next to nothing, and must
have starved only for the food he got by
begzing,

Sunderland had become qQuite a tamiliar
place to the boy. Alded partly by gossip,
heard in the lodging-houses, and partly
by his own experienco, he had discovered
the most profitable districts for begging,
and baunted them as persistently as he
dared,

His one great feur was being caught by
the police. He knew that if taken before
a magistrate, and convicted of the ter-
rible crime of begging for bread, he would
most probably be sent to a reformatory
or to a training ship for a number of
vears, and, to this wild little street arab,
such a prospect seemed worse than death.

Tim had not forgotten the wondertul
Friend of whom he had heard at the mis-
<fon school that wet Sunday afternoon.
Indeed, anxious to galn some more prac-
tical and definite knowledge as to where
he might find this Friend, he had pre-
sented himself at the door of the build-
ing the following week, much to the sur-
prise of the small girl who had first in-
troduced him.

* Wherever did you get to last Sun-
day ?" she asked reproachfully. “ Teacher
was real vexed when she found you'd
crunned away; she wanted to talk to you.”

‘ All right, young 'un. She can jaw
as much as she likes to-day, I'm in no
perticerler hurry.”

But when Tim took his place in the
class, he found that the‘pleasant-faced
lady who had taught them the previous
wecek was not there.

In her stead was a middle-aged man,
with a pucker of care on his forehead,
and a restless, worrled expression in his
eyes, as he surveyed the turbulent group
he was expected to teach and control.

* Your teacher, Miss Meredith, is very
I, and 1 am afrald it will be many weeks
tefore she will be able to come here
again,” he said nervously; * in the mean-
time, I will do my best to fill her place.
Pray try and be gs attentive as possible,”

There was a murmur of dissatisfaction;
but perhaps of all the class Tim waggthe
most disappointed. The questions he
had imeant to put must now go unan-
swered, for the boy felt instinctively that
the worried, nervous gentleman in charge
would hardly understand what he meaat.

That afternoon Tim did not even try
to be good or quiet. He Kept the class
in a constant state of uproar and laugh-
ter by sly grimaces and cleverly executed
tricks, and though he refused to share
the hymu-book of his small neighbour,
hie made her very augry.by mimicking, in
a subdued tone, her rather peculiar way
oi singing. -

How diferent was the lesson to-day
from that of last Sunday ! Miss Meredith
understood the art of talking to children
in simple, earnest language, every word
of which was within their comprehension;
this teacher did not.

He tried his very best, but used long
words that made the lesson sound almost
like a puzzle, and I am afraid not one of
the boys or girls even tried to listen.

When school was dismissed, Tim shook
the dust off his feet metaphorically.

*1 shan’t come here no more until she
gets better,” he observed to his small girl
friend ere taking his departure. ¢ The
old bloke this afternoon knows no more
about teachin' than a cat.”

Aud so poor Tim returned, with all his
doubts and difficulties unsolved, to his
hard daily task of earning food sufficlent
to keep him from actual starvation.

A8 the daya and weeks passed on
tbings grew worse and worse.  Several
nights e had been unable to pay for n’
bed, and had »lept under an archway lead-

; Ing to a bake-shop, which shelter, thnugh
! bitterly cold, had the merit of being pro-
tected from rain or snow. i

Under conditions such as these 1t s !
little wonder that Tim often felt il and |
miscrable  He was troubled by 1\ hoarse, |
barking cough, and sometimes a sharp. .
kecn pain in his side, that hurt when he
drew a long breath. His pale, freckled
tuce grew thinner and paler than ever,
framed In its mop of thick, red hair, and
his eyes did not now so often twinklo
with fun and mischief,

Strange as it may seemw, Tim, though
sorely pressed by hunger and cold, had
never spent the precious shilling given by
hittle Johnnie It still hung round his,
ucck, bidden away from sight beneath his |
ragged jacket, and he had grown to re-
gard It as a sort of charm, and not as an
ordfnary plece of money.

Upon this February cevening, as Tim
stood sorrowfully contemplating his un-
sold stock of newspapers, his heart was
fuli of sorrow and despalr.

‘ What was he to do? Whero was he
i t»go ? He had no money and no friends;

he was terribly hungry, there secmed to
be a raging wolit inside him craving for
food, and he had no meaus of sat{stying
ltl, unless o obtained something by beg-
ring.

Where was that wonderful Friend, the
Lord Jesus, who loved children, and above
the bright blue sky had made a home for
them in which they would always be
happy and never hungry or cold ? \Why
did that Friend not come to hig help now,
in Sunderland, poor Tim wondered; and
then heo said to himself: “It was all a
lie, there couldn't be any such Friend
ag the one of whom Miss Meredith told:
him, or he would never let a poor boy
be s0 cold and wretched and miserable.”

Since that memorable Sunday afterncon
Tim had carofully avolded taking what
was not his own, and, remembering his
teacher’s words, * You must not tell lles
or steal,” had tried to speak the truth.

But now faith and hope alike had fled,
. and Tim was desperate.
| Homeless and friendless, poor desolate
| child !

And yet, even in that dark hour, the
Friend who never changes, whose love
can never die, was watching over hina
with the most tender pity and compas-
sion; and by this strange, mysterious way
was leading him to a place of safety and
rest.

Carrying the unsold papers beneath his
arm, Tim prowled about the streets for
some time, begging from the passers-by,
while every moment his hunger grew
keener and more intense.

No one responded to his appeal for
charity, and at last he gave up asking,
and stood looking wistfully at the cakee
and ples displayed in the window of a
confectioner’s shop.

He had sold only flve papers, 80 two-
pence halfpenny represented all hls,capi-
tal. If he spent this in food he would
have to slecep out of doors, a terrible
prospect when he felt so cold and ill,
anu when his hard, troublesome cough
hurt him as it did to-pight. No, at any
cost he muidt be under shelter,

While thus meditating he saw a lady
and a Mttle girl enter the shop, and, with
his face pressed close to the glass,
watched quite a pile of dainty cakes and
confections being put into paper bags.
Then, the lady having pald for her pur-
chases, gave the little girl one parcel to
carry, she herself taking the rest

As they entered the street the child
lingered a moment looking into tho win-
dow close beside Tim.,

Overpowered by a sudden temptation,
he snatched the Lag of cakes from the
little one’s loose hold, and ran swiftly
away, unheeding her scream of anger and
fright.

But Tim had not noticed a policeman
standing near. He had been a silent
spectator of the scene, and now, before
the boy wus aware of the danger, his fiy-
ing footsteps were overtaken, and a
strong hand grasped the collar of his
ragged jacket.

Tim looked up in wild affright, his
worst fears realized. Vislons of prison,
of a reformatory, of tho training-ship
+ flaghed through his mind with lightning
rapidity, and the terror of it lent him
almost superhuman strength, .

He managed to wrench hhinself free,
and darted into the middle of the road,
vshere & number of vehicles were pascing.
There was a hoarse siout of warning
from the driver of a cab; but it came too
late, or perha; in poor Tim's fright and
terror was not even heard.

The next moment the boy was dragged
from beneath the horse’s feet, and carrfed
to the sidewalk, where he lay moaning
with pain. The policeman bent over

him, and Tim’s terror aud distress re-

|
vived  Ho tried {0 raise himselt to run ’
AWAY, but a terrible paln i his right
Icr made WMm feel sick and faint.  The
street seemed to be turniug rvound. the
aliops tumbling down, there was a rush-
ing sound in hia ears, anid the peaple's |
volces sounded far away. Oh, what was
the matter '  \Was he dylng ° .
Then Tim knew no more, did 01t eec |
the crowd of eager. curfous, and cow-
passionate faces aronnd him. and would
huve been guite surprised at the tender- |
ness with which the stern policeman, well
versed in ambulanco work, examined the -
injured limb. )
* Poor little chap ! =a'd the man. " his |
leg Is broken., I'm atrajd it'il prove a
bad case, for he looks half-starved  Weoe
must got Lim to the Infirmary as quick
ns posathle.” i
The bundlo of newspapers was scattered
far and wide, the cakes hast vantahed na
one knew wbere, the preclous siiver shiti-
hng had dbroken loose from its string and !
wasg lost, but Tim feeded aone of these!
things. '
He tay white and still and uwa -mseious
upon the ambulance satretcher rd was
carr's ¥ through the cold, duk .tre te ty
the Iren’s Hospital, where gentle and |
skilful hands ministered to his needs, and
cared for him as perhaps in all his Ife
lie had never been cared for before

{To be continued.)

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IX TIHE LIFE OF JESUS,

LESSON I1IL.—APRIL 16.

THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS RAISED,
Mark 5. 22-24, 35-43. Mem. verses, 39-42.

GOLDEN TEXT.
Be not afraid, only believe.—-Mark b.

OUTLINE.

1. Human Sorrow and Doubt, v.
24, 35.
2. Divine Comfort and Cheer, v. 36, 37.
3. Artificlal Fears and Spontaneous
faughter, v. 38-40. .

4. Diviue Power, v. 41-43.

29,

-

Time.—Very late in the summer of
A.D. 28,
Place.—Capernaun.

22, “ Jalrus "—An carly Israelite war-
rtor, Jalir, had conquered aud occupled
the region which in ancient time was
called Bashan (Num. 32. 41; Josh. 13. 30).
After him this ruler of the synagogue ,

had been named. Such rulers * rormedi

the local Sanhedrin, or tribunal; they
convened the assembly and managed
the schools connected with the syna-
gogue.”  Jairus must have been one of
the prominent Jews of the clty. * Fcll!
at his feet”—In reference, but divine ,
worship is not necessarily meant. Sor-
row and need make short work of pre-
Judice,

23. ** At the point of death "—* Mark
and Luke speak of her as dying when
the father came; Matthew, as already
dead; but such differences are not hard
to adjust. He left her at th. last gasp;
he knew that she could scarcely be liv-
ing now, and yet, having no certain no- |
tice of her death, he at one moment
expresged himself in one way, at the
next in another.”—Trench.

24. ** Thronged him "—* Pressed upon
him.” *Crowded upon him almost to
suffocation, so that he could not walk
without difficulty.”—Clarke. Every sia-
ner has a mortal disease on his soul. !
Jesus loves to answer prayer. ’

35. “ While he yet spake"—To the'!
infirm woman (verses 25-31). ' Why |
troublest thou the Master any further?™ {
—* These people seem to bave no other ;
notion of our Lord than that of an emi-
nent physiclan, who might he useful:
while there was life, but afterward could
do nothing.”—Clarke. The greater our
trouble, the greater Is cur need of Jesus.

36. “Be not afrald”—*How com-
plete 1s our Lord’s secif-consciousness |
that he holds in bis hands the key of
icfinite power! Relatively to that |
power it was of no moment whether the ;
child was dead or alive.”—Morison.
Death need not destroy your hope hor
shake your bellef *Only belteve "~
Unbelief too often prevents the divine
blessing. |

37. < Peter, and Jame., aud Jobhn'—
“It {s hardly to be questioned that this
selection was determined by the personal |
peculiarities of these three, which made,
them more ready than the others to un-
derstand the real meaning 6! Christ's

j vrica and watlings,

and James, who shouid frst attest that
death could as little ax lifo separats
{rap his lnve -~ Trench

38 " Wept and walled grearly - After
the Eastern custom. “ Matk Klves
graphic pletare of the tnmult and loed

[ore

Sven the poareat
were oxpected to provide for & funeral
two thnte plavers and ane walllng woman
e Bxod 120 5, Jer. 0017, Amos 6 16,
2 *hron. 3% 23, These publle monrners
were cal o] sappedans’ " --Farrar

3% The damsel 18 not dead -~ Spoken
figuratively “But  sleepeth*~80 to

- sprak of death 18 common to all nations

and languages. * The phrase * when he
slept * occurs hundreds of times in the
Taimudists, expressive of the tlme of
death.”—Lightfoot. ' Cemetery ** mcans
a sleeplng place.

40. © They laughed.” ete. The crowd
without. It is but a step from unbellel
to scorn. * The father and the mother”
—* Prudence reguired that they should
b» present and be witnesses of the
miracle."—Clarke.

41. * Took the damsel by the hand *--
As scem: to hasve been our lard's hablt
“Talitha cumi”—Mark gives the Syro-
Chaldalc words. Christ's call and touch
bring dead souls to iife  We, too, must
get close to those we would spiritually
help.

43 Something shouid be given her to
eat "—Neccessary after her dfscaso nod
fasting. *“ From miracle he hands her
over to the usua! means of life, honour-
Ing thereby the laws and courss of na.
ture.”—Whedon. Whare spiritual Iile
has been bestowed it must be nourished
by appropriate means.

HOME READINGS.

The daughter of Jairus raised.—Mark

5. 22-24, 35-43.

Ta. Timid faith.—Mark 5. 25-34.

V. The widow's son.—Luke 7. 11-17.

Tu. Hindraoce o! unbellef.- Mark 6. 1-8

F. The resurrection and the life —John
11, 19-27,

S The hfe-g'ving word.—John 11. 32-45.

Su. Salvation by faith.—1 John &. 9-15.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY
1. Human Sorrow and Doubt, v 22-24, 35
Who came to Jesus after his voygge
across the sea ?
How did this man act toward Jesus ?
How did Jesus receive his request
For what should we seek Christ, and
how ?
What news about the sick child came
to the father ?
2. Divine Comfort and Cheer, v. 36, 37.
How did Jesus encourage him °
wWho went with Jesus {nto the house ?
Why were they with him ?
3. Artificial IFears and Spontancous
Laughter, v. 38-40.
What did Jesus find, and what did he

M

say ?
What did he do {n tho houso ?
4. Divine Power, v. 41-43
What diJd he say to the dead child ?
What did the words mean ?
wWhat result foilowed his words ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we learn—

1. To come humbly to Christ in prayer®
2. To scek Christ with determination ®
3. To believe in Christ's power to save?

Failled to Remember—" What's tho mat-
ter with Rashleigh ?*

* Absent-mindedness, that's all ™

- Nonsense ! the man’s cut and brufsed
frightfuily.”

«Yes” He tried to stop a runaway
automobile by running in front of it and
waving his coat at it

The Rev. Dr Norman Macleod. Moder-
ator of the Chureh of Scotland, has a
magnificent volce.  An Englishman sald
te him one day  ** Doctor. how do yon
pronounce your name ?"

The Ductor was somewhat taken abarck,
but answered with dignlty and sore
fotce. “Think of a cloud, sir; a dark

words and works, and to s;mpathize j storm cloud.”

with him in his trials and griefs."—An-
drews. “‘Peter, who loved him 8o
much; John, whom he loved so much;

.

“ Thaak you, Doctor, but you need not
use the volce of thunder to carry out the
tilustration.”



